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Pleasuring 


Author's Notes: 
Well, here\'s something | started throwing together long time ago but finished only just now, hope you enjoy :) 


‘| don't give a shit if she has you at any other time, hell | know she does just because she can But on stage, 
you're mine. You ain't hers, you ain't the crowd's, you're mine. If ya wanna be with me, ya don't go out wearin’ 


that wedding ring, or fuck knows | ain't never lettin’ you touch me in any way ever again’ 


Those words were still ringing in Jon's head even after all these years, every time he walked on stage. It had 
gotten harder to wriggle the ring off with the years, not because he cared whether it was left on or not, but 
because it would get stuck. Today he'd had to use soup to slick his finger up and try wriggling the ring off. 
Now he was left with a throbbing and scraped finger, frowning at the fact that people might have noticed he'd 
been fighting to get the damn thing off. 


Rubbing at his stinging finger and trying to soothe it at the sink with some cool water, he looked himself over 
in the mirror. He ran his eyes along every wrinkle and every line, hating each one of them intensly. Turning the 


faucets off, he wiped his wet hand on one of the hanging towels, noting that the swelling seemed to have 


reduced a bit. Sighing in relief he ran a hand through his hair, rolling his shoulders. Might be a good day, after 


all. 


Walking out of the small hotel-bathroom, he found himself lost at action, wondering what to make of himself. 
The consert had ended four hours ago and he'd just recently managed to get away from the masses of fans 
and their constant hunger for autographs and photos. Not that he didn't like to give the fans what they 


demanded, on the contrary he loved it, but he just didn't love it as much every damn time. 


Feeling slightly frustrated he sat down on the couch, eyeing the wedding-ring on the table. Sometimes he 
wondered why he'd even married at all. Sure, Dorothea had been his first real girlfriend, she'd been a great 
friend through-out the years and he knew where he had her, where she stood. She'd given him four beautiful 
children, and for that he was ever grateful. But he'd given up on trying to fall in love with her decades ago. He 
knew he'd never fall for her, the inital idea of running away and getting married was something his drunk self 
had agreed to in the blurr of the moment, and when he woke up in the morning, he didn't have the heart to 
tell his new-found wife that it had all been a mistake. 


Leaning his head against the back of the couch, he kept letting his mind wander. What if he had said no to 
Dorothea? What if he had dared doing what his heart had for so long told him to do? These days, doubts were 
all that seemed to fill his head. He had to be perfect for the audiences, he had to make new and intriguing 
songs, he had to keep the band together, he had to keep his foundations going, he had to make sure his wife 
thought he loved her, he had to take care of his children.. he knew that if it wasn't for Richie, he'd lose his 


mind. 


Richie. Hauling his cellphone out of his pocket he hurriedly dialed Richie's number, impatiently waiting for the 
signals to go through. He knew Richie's room was on the floor over his. They'd usually get the rooms next to 
one another, or even the adjoined rooms, but for this occasion they'd both been cut short in that matter. He 
prayed that Richie wouldn't have brought some groupies to his room tonight. The jealousy began brewing 
beneath his skin at the thought of Richie doing dirty things with some young chicks, the thought the only thing 
keeping him from walking straight to Richie's room and knock on the door. 


One signal. Two signals. Three signals. Jon drummed his fingers against the couch cushions, his hope that Richie 
would be free all but dropping, and he was just about to hang up when he heard the guitarist's voice at the 
other end of the line. 


‘Hey, Jonny, sorry for takin’ so long, | was in the shower, said a slightly hurried voice, and Jon felt himself 


relieve all suspicion at the sound of the water of the shower still running in the background. 


‘Hey Rich.. | was thinkin’ ‘bout comin’ up to your room, given ya ain't preoccupied with somethin’ else... Jon let 


the answer trail off, leaving "someone else" uspoken. 


Richie paused for a moment to breathe, before replying. ‘No, | ain't. Ya can come up straight away. It's gonna 


be great ta get some time just for us, huh?! 


Jon nodded as he spoke, ‘Yeah, ya right. I'll be there in a moment: 


Hurriedly, Jon hung up and tossed the phone on the couch as he dug his room-key out of his pocket, thinking 
that texts or calls that might transpire during the rest of the night and early morning could be easily 
dismissed. Besides, if it was anything important, he was sure Richie would be getting the same news. With 
those thoughts in mind he exited the room. 


It took him liHle time to hurry up the stairs, being too excited to wait for the elevator to arrive, and he all 
but ran to Richie's room, thankful that no one spotted his odd behaviour, knocking a bit loudly and hastily. He 
shifted his weight between both feet as he waited for the door to open, feeling unsettled. He heard the lock 

turn and watched Richie appear at the other end of the slowly opening door, clad only in a wet towel loosely 
wrapped around his hips, his hair damp and ruffled. Carefully Jon peeked around himself to see that he was 

alone and slid inside the room. 


Jon ran a hand through his newly dyed golden hair, weighing his options carefully. He could either talk the 
whole issue through with Richie, or sleep with him. Of course, he found the latter option all the more tempting, 
missing those gentle but igniting touches. Missing the warmth of Richie's callused fingertips, the cautious 
palms. Jon knew he wanted it, one advance from Richie and he'd be giving in instantly. He couldn't fight it. 


Richie sensed Jon's inner struggles, as always, and used it to his advantage. Mind you, Richie wasn't out for 
sex just becouse of the mere need for physical release. He wanted to soothe Jon, take care of him and easen 
some of those inner crinkles out, push them into nothingness. He wanted to take Jon there for Jon's sake, 
knowing the singer's stress and how the weight of the real world distracted him from being himself as well as 
it affected his own well-being. Placing his hands on Jon's hips, the guitarist buried his nose in the cropped, 


blonde strands and inhaled the scent of whatever Jon used in the shower, exhaling slowly, feeling intoxicated. 


‘What do you want? he asked with that smooth, velvet deep voice of his. The tone sent immediate shudders 
down Jon's spine, made the fire roar to life deep down in his groin, made him want the intimate closure. He felt 


Richie's thumb and index-finger going to soothe his still slightly sore ring-finger, massaging the swollen redness 


of his skin. 


Jon didn't answer, but simply leaned into Richie and waited for him to react, hoping that would be enough for 
him to tell. The corners of Richie's plump lips twisted upwards, the wrinkles crinkling across his face, but they 


did nothing to distore the man's beauty. 
‘Ill be gentle, said the guitarist, before placing his hands on Jon's shoulders, gently spinning him around so they 
were face to face, caramel orbs locking with blue depths, the gaze intense and full of longing; full of desire. It 


had been such a long time since last time they'd shared any type of sexual intimicy. 


‘You always were; whispered Jon, a small grateful smile on his lips, the dimples in his cheeks that had grown 


with age showing off. He was gorgeous in that moment. 


Without another word spoken between them, Jon stood on his tip-toes, having forgotten his shoes in his rush, 


reaching up to touch his lips to Richie's. He'd been missing the fullness of them. He let the tip of his tongue 
instantly slip inside the warm wet cavern of Richie's mouth to taste the long craved flavour he'd been needing 


so bad, relieving in it, feeling intoxicated and a tad lightheaded. And this was merely a kiss. 


Once again he was reminded of why he still kept going at this, though he had Dorothea; had a wife. Though he 
had their four beautiful children to think of. There was just the way he and Richie fit so perfectly for one 
another, the way they connected They were compatible in every way, it was like he belonged with Richie and 
no one else, like they'd been custom made for one another. He'd admitted it too, but only for Richie to hear. 


Only Richie needed know about the bond they shared, and the feeling was mutual. 


Jon felt Richie's hand come up to lace through his thick strands of hair, tugging lightly at them, causing the 
singer to release a muffled moan into the kiss. It wasn't a raw kiss, but a slow, passionate one. They had all 
night, next day being a day off. They could afford building it up. Jon let his hands drop, palms resting against 
Richie's hips, fingers slipping beneath the fluffy damp fabric of the towel, the pads of his fingertips grazing 
bare, soft skin. 


Richie pulled back from the kiss, sucking softly on Jon's bottom lip, letting one hand drop to feel Jon's crotch, 
cupping it and rubbing it slowly within his palm, awakening the slight arousal to a burning desire, feeling the 
member swell and raise under his ministrations. 


Jon whimpered softly, aching for the touch, arching into Richie's cunning hand. His wife would never touch him 
the way Richie would, she'd never understood what served to make him writhe in pleasure, make his skin break 
goosebumps from the burning lust. But not only that; she'd never understood that there had to be an 
emotional aspect to this game of give and take. Richie knew it all. Sure, Jon got off when with her, but only 
barely, always thinking of Richie to help him fall over that oh-so-distant edge. Always thinking of short silky 


chocolate strands, full pink luscious lips, long talented fingers and droopy sad caramel eyes. 


Jon wasted no time, devouring Richie's already swollen, reddened lips once more, as if he wanted to eat those 
very lips right off of Richie's face, teeth clashing this time with formerly denied ferocity. But it never turned 
animalistic, never slipped into that delirious pit. It stayed simply needy, yet passionate. Richie's arms came 
around Jon's waist, tugging him close, hands cupping his asscheeks, squeezing them as they fit perfectly into 
his palms, letting his thumbs rub over the seams of Jon's tight-fitting jeans. Jon wanted more, pushing his 
hips forwards to grind his crotch against Richie's, the towel coming loose and dropping to the floor with a light 
thud, exposing Richie's own hard cock. Jon gripped harder at Richie's hips, trying to ground himself, high on the 


sensations; the anticipation surging up and down his spine. He had to have more. 


And right now, those long, well-practiced fingers of the guitarists were working at his fly; thumb popping the 
button open, index- and middle-finger tugging the zipper down, parting the flaps. Jon felt his already hard cock 
bounce out, free from its confines as he wore no underwear per se, the head brushing lightly against the soft 
skin of Richie's lower belly, as well as the satiny smooth skin of the other man's erection, and it caused him to 
shudder, sucking in a shaky breath. Then Richie paused, his hands going to Jon's hips, letting them rest there 


as his dark eyes scanned Jon's pleasure-indulged, flustered face, searching those big blue eyes. 


‘Do you really want this? Don't you wanna talk a little? | know we've been havin’ some troubles and all, are you 


sure that can wait? said the deep but tender voice, the concern evident on Richie's features. 


Jon didn't respond, simply nodding his head, forcing the anxiety and worry to the back of his mind, focusing 
instead on the pleasure as Richie nodded right back at him, one large hand lowering to wrap long, talented 


fingers around his shaft, slowly pumping the pulsating hardness. 


Jon groaned, exhaling and moving his hips slowly along with the rhythm of Richie's fist, the taunting pace, his 
throbbing cock twitching within his lover's grasp. He wanted more. He needed this, and he needed it all, needed 
to forget about his own personal angsty anxieties about age, fans, shows, money, family, love - everything, 
basically - spinning around in his head and making him dizzy, making him feel like he'd lost his footing. But right 
now, he'd rather let the pleasure drive him out of his mind 


Tipping his head forward, he leaned his face against the slope of Richie's neck, legs trembling as Richie sped up 
the pace, sweat breaking out on the singer's forehead, eyelids sliding shut. He moaned, the surges of pleasure 
running up and down his spine, making him want to come but holding back, still trying to decide whether or not 


he wanted to reach his climax like this or with Richie moving inside of him. 


Both thoughts were tempting, but he found right now he'd rather lose control like this, with Richie's hand 
stroking his heated erection at a steady, quickening pace. Besides, they had all night. He felt the pad of Richie's 
thumb brush over the head of his cock, smearing the tiny beads of pre-cum evenly before resuming the 
stroking. 


Jon's hands came up to grip at Richie's upper arms to steady himself, his nails digging vaguely into the skin, 
leaving tiny red crescent-moon shaped marks behind, his breath having sped up to a ragged, high-pitched 
panting. The impending climax wasn't far away now. He felt the heat rush through his veins, the burning tight 
need in his balls, the tingling all-through his body. 


Soft full lips brushed Jon's earlobe, kissing it before blowing lightly into the shell. When Richie's free hand 
found Jon's almost aching balls, giving them a tender squeeze through the fabric of rough jeans just in time 
with one of the strong waves of pleasure running through Jon's body, he found he couldn't hold back, hips 
bucking forward as he came. The hot sticky liquid ended up running between Richie's fingers, some spurting out 
to splatter the guitarists long lean legs. Jon immediately slumped forward and Richie caught him in a warm, 


loving embrace, smoothing back the honey blonde strands with his clean hand. 


‘There, Jonny-boy.. better, hm?! Richie whispered and Jon could only nod weakly, his legs trembling as the 
struggled to keep his stance. The guitarist sensed immediately Jon's need to sit down, pulling his frontman with 
him to the couch and settling them both down. The guitarist matter-of-factly wiped his hand off on a napkin 
he snatched from the box on the coffetable, provided by the hotel staff. ‘Care to talk to me now..? he asked, 


still hard, but willing to ignore that only to bring Jon some inner peace. 


Jon shock his head while regaining his breath, trying to slow down his pounding heart, wiping the sweat off his 
forehead with the back of his hand. 


‘No... no talkin’... he whispered, his hand sneaking to Richie's erection, rubbing his thumb tentatively against the 
sensitive head and hearing the hiss spilling from the guitarist's lips, feeling him buck his hips upwards. Jon 
loved getting Richie off, loved every sound his lover would make. He didn't want to talk and ruin the feel of the 
moment. Well, that wasn't entirely true, because he both needed and wanted to talk, actually, but not now. 


Later, when Richie wasn't hard and he wasn't coming down from the aftermath of his own orgasm. 


Licking his lips, Jon gave the other man an intent look, wanting to convey exactly what he was about to do. 
Richie got the hint, an unspoken question in his caramel eyes, wondering if he should accept where Jon wanted 
to go. But the singer simply smiled softly, wiping the sweat off his forehead with the back of his free hand 
before shifting to sink down onto the floor, his now limp cock hanging out from his pants, stains prickling the 


denim fabric surrounding it. 


Richie took a deep shaky breath as Jon positioned himself between his legs, spreading them with both hands, 
one hand still sticky with the guitarists pre-cum. Jon wanted nothing more than to see his lover's face when 
he lost himself, and heart hose high-pitched moans he knew would spill from those plump lips he adored so 
much. It was so much better than getting his wife off, so much truer and amazing to see Richie come undone. 
He couldn't even remember actually caring for her satisfaction for years, but with Richie it was all different. 


He needed to treat Richie like he was praising him. And just maybe, he was. 


Bending forward, the singer poked his tongue out to drag it lazily across the head of Richie's twitching cock, 
feeling it pulsate and tasting the salty stickiness. He never could get enough of the flavour, had always thought 
Richie tasted better than anything he'd ever tried. Sucking him off was always a priviledge. 


Richie groaned and gripped at the fabric of the couch, spreading his legs wider to allow Jon better access. The 
smaller man wasted no time as he engulfed the head into his wet, waiting mouth, sucking hard, keeping his eyes 
open so he could see every move the other man was making. So he could savour every expression of exstacy. 


He just loved the way Richie threw his head back and the tiny whimper this action elicited. 


Jon dropped farther down now, taking the upper third of his lover's cock into his mouth. He never was good at 
taking it deep, but then again he'd never needed to. Richie always told him he gave the best blowjobs, maybe 
because he simply focused on the head, which he knew was one of Richie's most sensitive spots. He began 
bobbing his head at a slow pace, feeling the older man shudder as he wrapped one hand around the length his 
mouth wasn't focusing on, stroking in perfect time with his bobbing mouth. 


The guitarist was losing his head, Jon knew that by the way his cheeks would flush crimson and the way 
sweat-beads would begin to trail lazily down the sides of his face. The dark hair would dampen and stick to the 
wet, tan skin. Jon had never in his life seen a more appealing sight than Richie's pleasure tinged features. He 
loved how those hazy caramel eyes, almost black with desire would look down at him, watch every movement. 
He loved how those pretty plump lips would part, glistening with saliva, mouth hanging open as if ready to 


accept the singer's own erection. 


Jon doubled his efforts then, popping his mouth off of Richie's cock only to recieve a loud whine of protest. He 


hurried to suck on his index finger, making sure it was slick and wet, before returning to the aching cock, 
letting it slip inside his mouth yet again. He heard the sharp exhale of air followed by a loud moan. He watched 
as the guitarists face changed expression from frustrated to twisted in desire. his free hand going lower - 
first cupping the guitarist's balls, massageing them - Jon poked it gently at Richie's entrance, rubbing lightly 
against the muscle to make sure he was allowed inside. Richie responded by shifting to sink down a bit, giving 
Jon a better angle. Slowly, he pushed his fingers inside, hearing as well as feeling the groan rumbling through 
Richie's chest, and making the guitarists hips involuntarly raise up off the couch, legs stretching out and back 
arching. The singer would have been grinning widely if he hadn't had his mouth full of hot, hard flesh. Using his 


tongue to lick all around, he increased the sucking, especially focusing on the puffy head as he sped his pace 
up. 


Almost immediately, due to all his experience at doing this with the older man, Jon found the spot inside he 
was looking for, felt the small lump against Richie's soft inner walls, bending his finger towards him and rubbing 
forcefully, but never enough to make it hurt. The guitarist almost cried out, choking on air and Jon felt his 
cock jump in his mouth, sucking harder than ever now, pulling up to lick rapidly at the head inside his mouth, 
tasting the pre-cum oozing out. His stroking hand gripped tighter at the swollen length, working tidally and 
willingly to get the man off. 


And there came the sweetest moan Jon ever heard, the one he never could get enough off, the one that was 
like music to his ears and the answer to his prayers, as he felt the guitarists thighs seize up at his sides, the 
other man's body tense as a coil beneath his ministrations before jolting. Jon took all Richie had to give as he 
felt the warm, musky cum splash against his tongue, savouring as much as possible in his mouth, relieving in 
the bittersweet taste before swallowing it all down. He kept Richie's dick inside his mouth until he felt it begin 
to go soft, pursing his lips and pulling back, gulping the last tiny droplets of the older man's juices down. He 
licked his lips, looking almost like a cat that had just gotten the cream. 


Jon leaned his head against Richie's thigh, feeling tired but not as disconcented as previously. He was calmer 
now, more at ease with everything. While Richie wanted to get him off to make him feel better about the 
world and the position he was in, Jon wanted to get Richie off for the same reason. To make himself feel 
better, just as well as taking Richie to heaven His eyes fluttered shut, and he felt the guitarists hand come 
up to weakly stroke the top of his head. He really loved this, it was an experience almost out of this world, to 
be able to make the man he loved beyond anything feel so incredibly amazing. 


‘I'm gettin’ old’ said Jon after some time had passed, not bothering to change his position 
‘Aren't we all? chuckled Richie for a response, still petting Jon's soft hair. 


‘You don't understand, every time | look in the mirror, l. the singer trailed off, sighing and not wanting to go 
there. He had enough of a hard time admitting to himself that he was actually having a problem. 


‘Cmere..' said Richie, helping to pull Jon up into his lap, tucking Jon's cock back in his pants in the process but 
not zipping the fly up. He made sure Jon was comfortable, cradling him a bit and kissing one of those soft, 


smooth cheeks. ‘Now, tell me what this is all about. | know | overreacted about nothin’ before, but you can tell 


me shit. | love you, you know that: 


Jon felt immediately moved by this act of affection, of love, smiling sadly but avoiding any eye-contact. He 
couldn't bear it at the moment, couldn't look into those adoring eyes without feeling his own world come 


crashing down upon him. 


‘| just don't know who | am no more.. everytime | look at myself, it's like lim older than last time. | see myself 
in the morning and feel old, | spot myself in the night and feel fuckin’ ancient. | hate how | look these days, 
Rich.. | don't even look like me anymore.. | used to be pretty.’ he trailed off, wishing he could tell Richie more 
detailed how he felt but neither finding the words nor the will to open up that deep. 


Jon didn't want to tell Richie that every time he looked in the mirror, he hated himself just a little more. He'd 
place his hands over his cheeks and attempt to smooth the age lines and wrinkles out by pulling the skin back. 
He missed the days when he'd sported a pretty babyface, when he hadn't been bothered with his own 

appearance, when he could have cared less about looking gorgeous every minute of every day of every year. 


He wondered where they'd went. 


He was tired of pleasing everybody, tired of fighting a decreasing eye-sight, a receeding hairline. He was tired 
of training to keep fit, tired of taking meds to keep his mood somewhat even, tired of popping pills to make 
sure his knee didn't fail him on stage again He just wanted a break; a break from a family he didn't fit into. A 
break from a wife whom he just couldn't decide whether he loved or hated, and who he didn't know whether 
she kept him as a trophy or out of actual love. Tired of trying to bond with kids he never even wanted in the 
first place. Not that he didn't love them, Lord knows he did, but he never decided to have them. Dorothea 
would just come to him when she was pregnant, tell him how things were, and he'd be shocked and just a little 
more afraid of fucking the relationship between himself and another kid up. He wasn't close to his children. He 
loved them because he was their father, but he wasn't their friend. Never would be. 


All of that, he wished he could tell Richie, but he didn't have words. Not that he thought Richie didn't already 
know. Richie could read him like an open book, even now. Even when he kept his walls up though there were so 


many things he wanted to say. 


‘| know, Jonny, | know." came Richie's voice, almost startling Jon out of his angsty broodings. ‘| know, but you're 


still beautiful. The world thinks so, your fans think so.. | think so: 


‘Dot doesn't, Jon retorted. All Dorothea ever did was point out every flaw, every thing she could spot about 
him that made him differ from the man he used to be 30 years ago, sometimes even before Jon himself had 
noted them. But he knew he had changed, he wasn't a naive and gullible youngster anymore. He was a man, 


thoughttul, calculating, maybe even cold and cruel at times. Maybe he really was locking his heart away. 


‘Does it really matter what she thinks? Richie said, wishing Jon would only care for his words, hating how the 
woman that stole part of Jon away from him still kept breaking the singer down, molding him into something 


he didn't want to be. 


‘No... no, it shouldn't." whispered Jon, leaning his head against Richie's shoulder, feeling soft plump lips press 
several kisses all over his forehead, feeling a tender hand smooth his hair back. 


‘That's good. Listen to me, you're such an amazing, loveable, beautiful man. Don't care what other people have 
to say, they know nothing. I'll always be here, I'm sorry | can't always come at your beckon, but when | can | 
will. | love you more than anything, Jon,’ said Richie, hoping his little speech would help Jon feel better about 

himself. 


‘| love you too... murmured Jon sadly, wishing he could believe Richie's every word, wishing he could get happy 
but not seeing a way out of the darkness he kept fading deeper and deeper into. The nothingness enveloping 
him. But he didn't say that. He simply stayed there in that loving embrace, cuddled up in his guitarists lap. At 


least he knew he did love him. 


If they'd only known then what was really waiting for them just behind the bend.. 


